
The Taming of the Shrei$, 

Each in his office readic at thy becke. 

Wilt thou haue muficke ? H arke Apollo playcs, Mufichp 
And twcntic caged Nightingales do fing, 

Or wilt thou fleepe? Wee’l haue thee to a Couch, 

Softer and fwcece; then the luftfull bed 
On purpole tnm’d vp forSemiramis. 

Say thou wile walke : we will beftro w the ground. 

Or wilt thou ride ? thy horfes llnll be trap’d, 

1 heir harnefle ftudded all with Gold and Pe 3 tle, 

Doft thou loue hawking? Thou haft hawkes willfoarc 
A p oue the Morning Laske. Or wilt thou hunt, 

1 hy bounds dial 1 make the Welk nanfwer them 
And fetchfhrill ecchoes from the hollow earth, 

1 c JAtrn. Say thou wilt coitrfe.thy gray-hounds are asfwifs- 
As breathedStags ; I fleeterthenthe Roc. 

2 UK. Doft thou louc pictures? w c wil fetch thee fir ait 
Adonis painted by a running brookc, 

And Cithereaaliinfedgeshid, 

Which feeme to moue and wanton with her breath, 

Eeien as the wauingfedgesplay with winde. 

Lord . W ee’l (hew thee la, as fh« was a Maid, 

And how (he was beguiled and furpriz’d. 

As iiuelic painted, as the deede was done. 

3 Man. Or Daphne roming through a thornie wood. 
Scratching herlegs.thac one dial fwcarelhe bleeds. 

And at that fight fhallfad Apollo vveepe. 

So workmanlie the blood andtearesare drawne. 

Lord. Thou art a Lord and nothing but a Lords 
Thou haft a Ladiefarrc moreBeaucifull, 

Then any woman in this wainingage. 

I Man. And til the teares that fh e hath died for thee. 

Like enuious ftouds ore run her louely face. 

She was the faireft creature in the world. 

And yetlheisinferiour to none. 

Beg. Am I a Lord and haue I fiich a Ladie ? 

Ordo l dreame ? Or haue I dream’d till now 2 
I do not fteepe : I fee, I heare , Ifpeake : 

I frael fw cct fauors, and 1 feele loft things : 

Vpon my life I am a Lord indeede. 
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And not a Tinker, nor Chriftopher Site. 

VVell.bring oar ladie hither to our fight, 
Andonccagaineapoto’thfmalkft Ale. 

2 . Man. W.ltpleafe your mightioeire to warn your hands: 

Oh how we ioy to fee your wit refto’d, 

Oli that once more you knew but what you are s 
Thefe fifieenc yceres you haue bin in a dreame, 

Or when you wak’d/o wak’d as if you flept. 

Beg. Thefe fifteene yeeres, by my ray, a goodly nap. 

But dTd I neuer fpeake of all that time. 

I CMan. Oh yes my Lord, butverie idle words 
For though you lay heerein this goodliechamber, 

Yet would you f 3 y, ye weare beaten out of doorc. 

And raile vpon the Hoflefle of the houfe, 

Andfsy you would prefentheratthe Lecte, 

Becaufe (he brought ftone-iugs, and no fea’ld quarts t 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hackee. 

Beg. \, the womans maid of the houfe. 

3 . CMan Why fir you konw no houfe, nor no fuch maid 
Norno fuch men asyou haue reckon’d vp, 

As Stephen She, and old lohn T^j.ps of Greece, 

And Peter Turph . and Henry c Pimpernell, 

And t wentie more fuch names and men as thefe, 

Which neuer were , nor no man eucr faw. 

Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends, c All. Ameit 

Enter Ladie with sMttendants. 

Beg. I thsnke thee, thou (halt nor loofc by it. 

Lady How fares my noble Lord ? 

Beg. Mirrie I fare wcll,forheereis checre enough* 

Where is my wife? 

La. Heere noble Lord what is thy will with her 
Beg. Are you my wife and will not call mec husband? 

My menfliould call mee Lord,l am your good-man. 

La. My husband and my Lord,my Lord and husband I amyour 
wife in all obedi nee. 

Beg. I know it well , what mud I call her ? 

Lord. Madam. 

Beg. Alee Madam , or lone Madam 2 
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